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TO MY MOTHER 



Dearesf, take this book of mine, 
For to thee its good belongs; 

Thou hast loved its every line; 
Thou hast praised its prosy songs. 

Surely, dear, 'tis fame for me 
If thou still its patron be, '.'■ ", 



^ Should verses tell, fair Pharisee ^ you ask 
Of Passion's conquests and of virtues lost? 
Is it not vain, even ari impure task, 
To lead the youthful mind where it may bask 

In sensuous feelings 'till its good grows moused 
With lichens of like feelings ? I believe, 

And this must prove my one excuse to all, 
That if at homer these questions mfght receive 

Pit expositions from pure lips, theHhr all 
Of Passion ahd the slave of Li>ve, would be 
'4 thing despised, and. woman would be free, 
, Aye, free By knowledge from a heinous thing, 
: Thmk, and forgive him when 'you hear him sing; 
Think,, you provide your loved ones with the needs 
/ , ]Yhi^h decency but calls for; clothes and food 
With further comforts which their temper breeds, 

And then you think all has been done towards good 
For those whom God has given to your care; 
'■ And so you let their loving hearts go bare, 
. ' Open to all the, wiles of earthly lust; 

Poor, hunted bi>^ds that feel the fowlers' snares, 
Fraff flowers choked by this world's eager tares/ ^ 
And when they fall, alas, as fall they must, 
■ Le$t womanhood prove less than motherhood. 
You bid the^ feed as earthy on dry dust, 
And know not that on you rests thi$ dark crime of blood. 



Oh, wouU ffjaf words were given me to sing 

And singing teach uAth loue-^inspired power 
The evil which false modesty must bring ! • 
The Devil beats about the bush, but Cod 
Strikes straight and true — should we do otherwise ? 
, Ah, would that purer lipsrin life's first hour 
Lifted with truth, these scales from infant eyes 
Not waiting till the soul in anguish cries, , ' 

y Unclean, unclean/''/ and bends to Satan's rod'/ 

Of this be sure you whose proud boast is made 

That in the skirts discreet of Purity 

You walk, unheeding all the mystery 

Of Love's attack on one whose soul may be . 
A t thaf same moment calling for your aid; 

Of this be sure. Your virtue is but dross / 

Sliould the physician fear contagioii's touch 

The good he did iuould not be counted much, < 

. . / tJirow my gauntlet down for g^ain or loss/ ' . 

Cure thou this blight, this blemish on each home, 

Or else-^hearest thou the voice ?-^-^ ' - 

• 'v America h Rome. " 



DAUGHTER OF YPOCAS 



J[/f^N called her Daughter of Ypocas— 
-^'^ Moon-child, Maiden of Magical Spells, , 
Fated to Iwe without loue, alas I ^ . 

I have read the ancient story that tells 
, How the curse cafi be broken. 

The damsel fre^d 

From the ddeful doom by'the gods decreed, / 

There is no need of one word soft spoken. 

There is no call for the cabalisfs sign, 
Simply, a lomng kiss as the token 

That the maiden's life has been merged in thine. 
Then the curse wUl be broken. 
The damsel freed^^ 
.From the doleful doom py the gods decreed. 

Buf woe to the soul that shall falter in duty, 

Wbe to the faint-hearted coward who sees. 
As he sues for her bss, the maid's magical beauty 
Turn in his arms to a monster ami flees. 
For his life shcdl be broken, 
The damsel not freed 
From the doleful doom b^ the gods decreed. 



I ; 



Daughter Tired she was of combing tier long hair, 
of Ypocas Which like the glistening splendor of the sun 

Shone through the gloom of that lone cavern's stillness. 
' No sound was there to break its breathless hush, 
As deep as noonday's sleep in summer's heat, 
Save the soft rustle of her creeping hair ; . • 
A sound as soft as that which all day long 
The dusty bees, those kindly go-betweens, 
Sing as they soothe the longing flowers' hearts. 
So still it was her heaving sides scarce dared 
. To lei; her breath flow freely, for her heart 
Spok6 to her thoughts that seemed an echo of 
Those far off days when in the dawn of light, 
Rocked on the bosom of her Mother Moon, 
She h«ard her crooning of the sylvan chase ; 
The flashing joy of her great eyes still shone 
Like some pure light immortal on her soul. 
But sweeter than the song the throbbing thrush 
Sings as an even- incense to the Day 
When on his couch he lays his jfuddy head, 
Diana told Tier love for mortal man ; 
Fairer he seemed and stronger than the stag 
Which stands at bay on some lone mountain's cliff ■ 
And will not turn his head* where far below 
, He hears the hounds who seek his trail in vain. 
-Oh, murmurous life I Too soon the song outsped 
■ ' In homeless echoes through her beating brain, 

For as loosed leaves which formed when closely grown 
•The beauty of the grandly growing oak. 



Sigh as they fleet along some windy track, Daughter 

Each sad and separate, asking shelter sure, of Ypocas 

And finding none, ^ through her memory's vague 

And friendly wilderness of vastnes$ swept 

Those thoughts of home, unlinked an4 phantom-like, 

Years came and went, she knew not how or why ; 

Each day like day her only solace Was 

To watch the full orb of her mother's smile 

Growing in beauty. Often storm or calm 

Crept o'er her bosom, as across the sea 

Sweeps the tumultuous passion of the north wind might, 

Th^n. moaned ^way to peaceful sleep again. 

The Pleiades and the Hyades arose 

And took their spangled course through heaven's meads 

Where thousand stars burned like the petals bright 

Of countless hosts of pearly asphodels. 

But no star fell from the blue vault above 

M6re quickand silent then across her heart 

Flashed the great truth that she was doomed to live 

Alond— ^unloved — and yet she knew not love 

Except from tokens shown by nature's heart. 

Still she/was far too fair to live alone, so all 

The lonely glade that looked but, to the sea 

Blbpmed in bright blossoms like a garden-close , 

Where birds for blitheness sang the whole day through 

As though earth held but spring-time all the year. . • , 

Yet she was peer of all the flowers there ! 

Lady of Beauty, and of longings too, . ' • 

An endless train of longings ! And one came 



Daughter Whene'er the brlght-hued songsters heeded nought 
of Ypocas But the low call and flutter of some wing 

That signed thenn " Follow, follow." with a cry 
Of mingled joy and hope. But what it was 
She knew not, though she felt its spell. And one 
Came when the great moon's golden disk; uprising 
From the deep ocean's furthest limits, smiled 
In calm, clear beauty, and enfolded her 
As in a warm embrace. Then would her heart. 
Breaking with hopeless love, burst into song 
So weird, so soulful that the country folk 
Would stop in awe, and whispering tell the stranger 
Of that charmed soul, who living lone and lorn,: 
Under a spell set by the Sisters Three, 
Could but be freed by some man's kiss of love. 
And one went there. By human passions stirred. 
Drawn by the singing of this Siren's strain. 
Swearing to kiss her though he lose his life 
And had returned a white-haired, witless wight, ' 
Mumbling weird tales of magic. And one miom, 
Missed by his servants, at the dread glade's brink 
Was found like some carved image of himself, 
While far and faint still soared this magic strain : 

, ' ' '^Mother mine, with clear light burning, 
As a beacon set In heaven, 

By my sad, still, sea-washed cave. 
See, to thee my heart is turning • 

With a ceaseless, deathless yearning. 
Mother Moon I Ah hear ! Ah save ! 



To thy love was my life given, Daughter 

Bom without one pang of birth — of Ypocas 

Why should 2eus for thy dread falling 
Visit me with pains of earth? 

Often, when the faint stars calling, 
Dawn crept from Tithonus' side, 

Sweet with valley scents and streaming 
From thy watery ways and haUnts, 
I of t caught at tliee and cried : 

' Hast thou come from lands that dreaming 
' Lie beyond the ken of all? 
' Tell me, Mother I ' and thou tried, 
Tried by kisses, tried by taunts-, 
Strove to stay the force unquiet ^ ^ 

That would drive me, drive me forth. 

Since those days when dark night dying, 

Filled with secret charms o'ertook me. 
Thy great kiss would come and quiet 

All the longings that once shook me, 
Till my hands and beating side 
Striving, seemed to sink and perish 
Like the wind that passes, sighing 
Through some lone, lonjg chasm wide. 

Mother min^. is no charm cherished 
Where the aged Ocean dwelling , . 

Locks the primal spells of being 



Daughter In his weed- wrapped coral rest? 
of Ypocas Tell me, has all wisdom perished 

Where the Naiads songs are swelling 
Lest in sleep those wise lips telling 
Through the sound of dance and tabor 
Secrets rise to light the load 
Of my weary grief and labor? 

I, alas, have watched and waited 
Like some sea-god in the stillness 
Of his rock-ribbed nightly home ; 
.^ - I have seen the stars implaited 

In the eagle's broad, white pinion, 
Gaining heaven by dominion 
Of his single strength, and barkened 
To the murm'ring earth-gods sleeping 
Where the long, cold shadows darkened 
Al! thy golden light of longing, 
Thinking I might learn the spell 
That would cause thy curse to fade. 

Mother mine, for whom 'twas made. 

In thy wand'ring ways, and keeping 
Still thy journeys far and fast— 

Hark! Oh hear ! Thy child is weeping." 

' Tired she was of combing her long hair, 
' / Tired of seeing in her mirror's face 

The still sad image of her mother's shame, 
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For so she felt herself to be. And yet Daughter 

No biM' had told her this. Jior flower fair. : of Ypocas 

No breeze had whispered that dread fate to her ; 

And, still She felt herself accursed, and haunted. 

Not by a pain that her own life might lead 

To bldssom sometimes, like the ageless dell 

That blossoms through its barrenness at last, 

When winter Ikis attoned for summer's fault ; 

But haunted like the nest of last year's joy 

Js haunted by the; vision of its young 

that left it homeless, helpless, ruined, old. 

TiT€!d she was, and once her long-lashed eyes 

Mingled their shadows with the shade that slept 
" Under the care of her, deep-arching brows, 

And soon the heavy tressed of her hair 

Eell Jlke a shim*ring coverlet let loose • 

From golden couQhes of the feasting gods 

And, soft she slept, when through the cavern's mouth, 

Cutting the nnbonjight for a moment's span. 

With thoughtful'Steps^and slow, a figure stole. 

Tall, straight and kingly as the lordly pine 

That towers fearless on the cliff's sheer brink, 

Heedless like him of the swift doom before him. 

Slowly, and thoughtfully he walked, for dark , . 

And.slippery the cavern sudden seemed, 

Fiill of weird sounds, ^and waijings rose about him, , 
, And speqtet hands seemed endlessly to clutch him 
. Then hold him off, while every breeze about 

Whispered "beware"! geware ! " Behind the moon 



Daughter Lay calm and beautiful, and around his feet 
of Ypocas Wove its bright beams, as though to woo him home ; 
Behind him cool and quiet, but before 
Darloiess and dread that served to spur him on.- 
Still thoughtfully and softly as in dreams. 
Knowing one dreams, he walked ; when suddenly 
Deep calm, more frightful than all former dread, 
Closed swiftly 'round him and he turned : a cry 
Great with surprise broke from Him ; there she lay 
, In the moon's halo, like a living pearl 
Silvered and glossy, while her golden hair ' 
Seemed but the setting carved with curious might 
By the skilled hand otf some artificer. 
Nearer and nearer, drawn by some deep charm. 
Nearer and nearer, 'till he knelt, and where 
Th^ soft, sweet breath caused a swift ebb and flow 
He parted the long tresses, and felt faint 
/ At the ripe beauty suddenly revealed. 

Did she awake at that first touch of hands? 
Did that swift smile that parted her ripe lips . 
Break a^ the light that shone from eyes that glowed 
With eager longing nearer to her own ? 
" My lady, wake I My lady, look on me ! 
I kneel, I woo thee with this kiss ! " But lo, . 
A shudder shook her frame, her eyes gleamed large, 
i With fright— alas 1 She knew the spell — ^she woke I 
^ * Woke, from her dreams of far Olympian joy, 

Woke from the life of light and endless bliss, 
Woke to the words of passion poured by one 
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Maddened and mortal But her heart for him Daughter 

Like some true instrument that feels the touch of Ypocas 

Of master-ha^d responded quick and strong. 
And this was love 1 This what the flowers sought, 
This what the birds sang. Ah 1 She felt it now! 
Yet could it be called vanity in her, 
She knew by instinct, that best heritage ' : 

Gained from her goddess mother, that his love 
So -Sudden ripened, was but caused and fed • 
By that same beauty, loved, alas, by her, 
Who l^ that beauty fell, and falling drew 
In endless ruin all her pledge of love 
Fed' by her beauty ; and the curse ! — the curse ! 
It hung above her like the vulture poised 
To tear her heart and rend her new found love. 
' H6W could she warn him ? If she lold him all, - 
Sunshine of love would leave her blighted life, 
For would fie love her if she loathsome were ? 
Thfs doubt brought tears into her lustrous eyes, 
And swelling in her breast broke into song 
So soft, so sweet, that every echo ceased. 
And sile^nt, seemed to hear her charmed words : 

'"You would not love me if my hair were gray 

And scanty like the silver rims of snow 

Along the furrows of the storm-scarred mount . 

When ^rihg has bared earth's bosom for her bliss ; 

YoTU would not love me if my ivory brow, 

My ivory brow and breast were wrinkled all 



Daughter Like the dried skin of some lone fruit which hangs 
of Ypocas Last of its tribe along the winter bough. 
Its beauty guessed at by its wrinkled ruin ; 
You would not love me, sweet, if these fond lips, 
Craving thy kisses, lean and toothless were, 
And mumbled words were mere shadows of lost- things, 
. Although your name, sweetheart, were all they knew. 
And your dear shadow in my brain alone 
Ruled monarch-like in majesty of love! " 

The tears were falling from her wistful eyes. . 
And her long hair which 'cross her bosom strayed, 
Heaved with the agony of half-hid sobs 
And in its motion gleamed like living flame 
From the fierce radiance of the full-orbed moon 
That looked from heaven mother-like and calm^ — 
••You would not love me " — But he took her face 
Between his hands that trembled to embrace her, 
To tightly draw her panting loveliness 
Close to his breast; for all his burning blood > 

, In silver tones rang loud along his brain. 

Yet there was something so divine » so' fair, * ' 

In the meek purity of this her maiden-passion, 
' The moonbeams seemed a guard from every ill 

\ And the fair face that smiled at them from heaven 

With its Own radiance clothed her naked sides 
V As. with a garment of all purest hues — , 
•• I ^ould not love you!*' And he bent to kiss 
\ Her trembling mouth, but in her eyes there flashed ' 



A light he shuddered at. The moon seemed paled Daughter 
With sudden blight, and paled her peerless face, of Ypocas 

While from, betyeen her lips there came a breath 
That hissed and stung his eyes. - He started back 
And turned to flee, impelled by some fierce fright' ' 
That fought his reason. But she gave a cry 
So full of pain that all the arches rang. 
. In countless echoes down the winding cave. - 

The hoarse wind's sudden roaring rose about him,. 
Then inky' blackness gathered close about him, ' 
But still he fled, for still he heard behind 
Her fpllpwing footsteps and her piteous cries — 
At la3t the sea ! Ahd as he turned to look "^ 

He saw her. gleaitning at the cavern's mouth, 
Her' white sides panting, and her arms outstretched, 
While like a halo .'round her lifted head 
Swayed the great masses of her glorious hair. 
'She stood a moment. like a god-like thing,. 
And then a dark cloud driving 'cross the moon 
Sh4? faded like a dream that was not— and her cry , - 
Lost its sad, way within the inky night. 

In the caven^s ddie/ul gloom, 

Followed by the sound of weeping, 
She has laid her dead bridegroom ; 
\ Andivithin her rock-hewed room ' ' - 

Stilt they say her watch she's keeping. 



Daughter Men called her Daughter of Ypocas — 
of Ypocas Moon-child, Maiden of Magical Spells, 

Fated to live without love, alas! 

I have read you the ancient story that tells 
How the curse was not broken, 
The damsel not freed 
From the doleful doom by the gods decreed. ■ 
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ECGLESIASTES ; See, it says, 
" H«^ who breaks his neighbor's hedge 
Him the sleepless serpent slays." 
" This was said of olden days," 

Swift your laughing lips alledge. 
Sweetheart, nay— e'en liow 'tis true — 
I have felt its sting f6r youl 



EROS — A MASQUE 

ACT I. 

Scene : — A garden outside Jerusalem. A Shulamite maiden 
dressed richly; beside her a Jew of her class. 

Chorus A song of her whose heart was not love wise : 

He Ah, look up sweet, with }ove-ligKt in thine eyes ! 
And kiss me, dear, with kisses of thy mouth, . 
Thy love more precious is than Paradise." 

Thou lead'st me ever. See, 1 follow thee- 

E'en to the king's room where thou soon must be. - 

Thy love will I remember more than wine ; 
I love thee, dearest in all chastity I 

She Ah tell me, love, I ask no other boon, ' 

Where makest thou thy fair flocks rest at noon ? 

Why should I daily seek thee all in vain? . 
1 haunt thy footsteps as the clouds the moon 1 

He . If thou knowest not where my next pastures be, ' 
Fairest of women follow faithfully 
/■ The homeing footsteps of thy silver sheep, ^ 
^' For by the shepherd's tents I wait for thee. 

I can compare thee, Oh my love, to nought 
Save those famed horses from far Egypt brought 
That dragged the chariot of the Eastern King I 
As proud ^re they-— as swift as thy quick thought. 






Thy cheeks are comely now with jewels rare ; Eros 

A golden circlet carved with wondrous care 

Kisses thy white neck with its shining folds. 
The King hath decked thee. Oh my love beware! 

She . Ah, sweetheart mine, soothe all thy fears to rest ; 
Thou art to me as myrrh and spikenard blest. 
The king may call me to his royal room, 
. Still thou shalt lie all night upon my breast. 

Both go out slowly with arms about each other's waist. 

V ' Chorus . 

She hath lost all power now f 
Bring the yew to wreathe her brow. 
Though its good oft evil be, 
Love is a wonderful mystery, . 

ACT It. 

A winter hath passed. Sc^a?^.*— A porch. The Shulamite 
'maiden lying at the Jew's side. Chorus dressed like 
maidens of , Jerusalem. . - , ' 

CAorw.? Bahold the voice of her beloved one said — 
He My fair one rise* from this our bridal-bed , 

And come away, for lo I the winter 's passed — 
All storm clouds now are cloven overhead. - 

'\ . ■ See,,now each bee may^find'a flowery Home. 
,The time of the singing of birds is come ;' 
-^The turtle dove is heard in all the land; 
Arise, arise, thy heart alone is dumb 1 



Eros For when day breaks and the shadows flee, 

I must go, love, to where the mountains be ; 

Fear not, dear love, think not I could forget 
That thou art fair. There is no spot in thee. J 

She Take us the foxes that would spoil the vine, % 

For frail it is ; it hardly yet can twine 

About my breasts that now its prop must be. 
Ah. tender truly is this fruit of thine! 

Go not when day breaks ; who but \ needs thee > ' 

He rises wrathfuUy.\ 
Turn thou beloved ! I am thine ! Ah be . 

Thou like /roe on Betha's wooded crest J 
Turn thou beloved — ^wherefore wouldst thou flee ? . < 

. He rushes out. She pursues him with entreaties. 

' Chorus . • ' • - 

He, alas, hath left hernow, ' . ' 

• " Bind the yew upon her brow, . - ' 

Though its good but evil be, - ' • 

/ Love is still a mystery, 

ACT III, '' - W ' 

5c^w^;— Outside the city's walls. The Shulamite maiden ' 
woe begone. The chorus dressed as Jewish maidens. 

Chorus By night she seeks her love ? Ah, where is he ? . - 

. She With winter-s storms he fled afar from me. 

Chorus By day she seeks him but she finds him not. 

She By day, by night — , - ,/ 

Chorus ' ' , ■ Alas that this should be ! • 
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Chorus She said ril rise and to the city go, Eros 

And through the streets will wander to and fro. 

She The watchmen found me. and I spake them fair, 

" Have ye seen him whom my soul loveth so ? " 

Chorus It. was but little that she passed from ^them ; 
She foiind her love outside the city's hem \ 
She held him. Ah 1 She would not let him go 
Until She brought him to Jerusalem. 

Aye, to the chamber of her marriage-bed, 
/ Where first he placed upon his perjured head 
Theferown of lovte none other wore before. 

She \ would my love th^t then I had lain dead ! 

Chorus She brought him to her banquet-board. Above \ 
Her breast his warm heart fluttered like a dove. 

She Stay me witlfthe flagons of the purple wine^ 

Cornfort my soul for I was sick for love. . 

\ Hjs left hand lay beneath my head, an^ see 
With YiM right hand he thus enfolded me. 
I charged ye^, daughters of Jerusalem - 
"Stir not, nor. wake my love 1 " Ye let him be. 

*' He said " Behold beloved, thou art fair 1 

" Thou hast a forehead dove-white twixt thine hair ; 
" Thy teeth, as flocks of sheep most even "shorn, 
V' " Gleam white as snow from faithful shearer's care 1 

'* Thy lip5 are likd twin threads of scarlet wool ; . 
' ** Thy ^ech is comely e*en when masterful; / 
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Eros " Thy neck is like the tower David built ; 

** Thine eyes are like an. alder-shaded pool I " 

••Then, when the day breaks and the shadows flee, 
*• I must go love to where the mountains be. 
*• Fear not, dear love/* he said. •' Could I forget 
•• Thou art all fair, thjere is no spot in thee 1 *^ 

Thy lips, Oh love — -ripe apples in the sun, 
Honey and milk and perfume, all in one 
Beneath thy tongue lay like a livhig well I . 
'' Thy garment^ smelt as sveet as Lebanon ! 

** An inclosed garden is thy heart," he said,' 
"-Thy plants are orchards of pomegranates |"ed, 
•• Spikenard and aloes, myrrh and frankincense, 
" Spices and balm by many a lily bed ! *' " * 

Awake, awake, Oh northwind ! Come and blow . 
Upon my garden where the^e fair plants grow 1 
Let my beloved in my garden come ^. 
Eat of its fruits and never farther go! 

: \ ■ ' ■ ' •" Chorus " . ' V v 

, Fruits no longer tempt him now, . ' ■ '' 

. -) ' ' Bind the yew wreath on her brow, " ,', 

' , Though be its good thus evil b^, ■■' ' : , 
Love is still a mystery, / . 



ACT IV. 

Sce^vs : — Outside the walls of Jerusalem. The Shulamite Bros 
maiden alone, as If singing to herself. 

I slept last night. Yet was my heart awake 1 
I thought one knocked and that a faint voice spake, 
** Open my love, I have returned to thee ! 
" Open niy dove for thy old love's sweet sake ! 

•♦ Behold, dear love, belo^^ed thou art fair, 
*' Yea pleasant, as a plant that groweth where 
•* The palace wall gives shelter to the sun 

, " In somber shadows, as thine ebon hair. 

• , - ■ • y 

*• My lodks are filled beloved with the dew, 
•' My hands with drops of night are dripping too, 
• *• I fain would doff my cloak, would wash my feet. 
•• Sweet love, I long for thine embrace anew 1" . 

SWiftly I rose and let the latch string fall ; 
Outside the.n6rth-wind moaned along the wall. 
Alas, I sought him but I found him not;^ 
\ called him but none answered to my call. . 

..• The 'watchmen found me by the city's gate ; 

They struck me and they wounded me in hate. 
The keepers of the wall tore off my veil, \ 
'Mocked me and left me naked— desolate. 
. In the meantime enter half of the chorus dressed like Jewish 
maidens. She turns to them : ' 

••I chafge you daughters of Jerusalem, ^ 
'.: If ever on tiie city's farthest hem ' \ 



Eros You should behold my well-beloved one, 

Tell him I'm sick with longing love for him/' 

Chorus 1st half 

How is thy lover more than all have been 1 
He wooed thee simply for thy beauty's sheen, 
He wooed thee, won thee, sated was and fled- 
Seeks now new charms his roVlng eyes have seen. 

2nd half 
What is thy well beloved more than one 
Who wooes a woman when his work is done \ 
What is he more than many we have seen, 
That thou shouldst charge us sucha search for him ! 

She Ah, my beloved large and ruddy Is ; 

As black as raven's are those locks of his ; ^ 
His eyes are eyes of. doves by- cooling streams ; 
> His lips like lilies droop by their own bHss:. 

His form is mighty like Mount Lebanon; 

His mouth smells sweet as cloves or cinnamon;' ► 

Yes, he is altogether large and lordly like. 

Ah, have ye seen my well-beloved one ? - 

Chorus ' 2nd half of whole Chorus coming in 

Whither moans thou, hath thy beloved one gione ? 
Whither? '^ . 

... 1st half 

Thou needst not wander long alone, 
Fairer art thou than all who'll follow thee I 
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Sheweepingly '\ ^^^ 

Ah, have ye seen my well-beloved one ? 

hhe Shulamite maiden passes out, stiH weeping. 



A woman from 1st Chorus 

We have a little sister scant of breast. 
What shallwe do when in her heart shall rest 
Love the first time, and she be spoken for 
To guard her lest she be by love oppressed? 

A woman from 2nd Chorus 
Were she a wall, go build a palace fair I . \ 
Were she a door, go fashion with all care 
Swef t cedar-boards and hem her closely In ! 

' Women from 1st half of Chorus 
Alas, she is a little maid with ebon h^ir ( , 

And many waters cannot quench loye's breath. 

. 1st half of Chorus - ' -. 
Whose.cpals are fire— , 

' .\ " 2nd half, ■ : ; 

; Whose bum cankereth, 
■Until the grave shjill gape to close her in* , . 
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Eros 1st half 

Nay, Love is even stronger than grim Death ! 

All . . 

Save her then and ^uard her now 

Lest the dark yew bind her brow, it, 

Though its good oft evU be, 

Loue is yet a mystery, 

Love is a wonderful mystery! 
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!N TRE GLEN OF THE GREEN WOMEN 

. '^ \^*/^LING, clang! Cling, clang!" 

^ Loud and long their glasses rang, 
\ While the Highland-hunters sang. 

■ *\ On a night like this," one said, 
''When the stars gleam white o'erhead, 
, . . Surely comes the sweet desire . 
' Ths^ beneath the bonny briar ' ,. 
phe might make his bridal-bed. 

With' my arhis I would enfold 
, Some fair body's graceful mould, 

' Kindly coy with swift caresses, ■ 
^ - While her long, lithe, silken tresses 
; ' -Weave a coverlet of gold." 

Said the other; •' Hard indeed 
• , Were this life without the meed 

Of one maiden's love and longing, 
When the bright blye-birds are thronging, 
! y While the hawthorn-branches bleed.. 
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Aye, the blazing Bellone tree. 

With its magic mystery, ; '. ' ; - 
V Thrills me, too, with Spring'^ wild fire, 
/That beneath the bonny briar 

' I might have my heart's desire. 

And a bed be made for me." 



\ 



Glen , *^ Cling, clang! Cling, clang!" 

of the Loud and long their glasses rang, 

Green Women While these huntsmen laughed and sang. 



Hark ! ' The patter of light feet 
By the cabin's door, and sweet . 
Rang ^ peal of merry laughter — - 
Then deep silence following after, 
Till they heard their hearts' wild beat. 

Quick from out the forest's gloora, 
. Softly stole within the ro?>m, • 

Two bright forms in beauty gleaming ; 
Fairer maidens to, their seerhing 
Ne'er had trod the purple broom. 

. Clad they were in kirtles green, ^ . 
Golden were their girdles seen. 
' Hawthorn-buds and snow-drop blossoms 
Seemed their ivory arms and bosoms, - 
Silkeri in their silver sheeri. 

. •♦ On a night like this,-' they said, 
♦: White; the stars ^leam white o'erbead, 
Shall ye have ydur hearts desir6; 
[/«^-^r/7^<3/A .the bonny* briar . 
Is prepared your bridal-bed. "^ , 



Siireiy shall your arms enfold Glen 

Our fair bodies' graceful mould, of the. 

Kindly coy witii swift caresses Green ]^^omen 

While our long, lithe, silken tresses 
Weave a coverlet of gold. 

Narrow though the bridal bed. 
Though by dank snails garlanded. 

Ye shall have your hearts wild pleasure 

Without cease or stinted measure, 
W^ile the hawthom-blooms are red." . 

' ■■ , ^ ^* 

** Clang, cling / Clang, cling/'' 

Nevet shall their glasses ring \^ • / ■ ■ 

Or those huntsmen long and sing. 



♦ThcBellone Tree— A tree set up similar to the old English custom of the 
May-Pole,, and dedicated in Scotland with mystical rights, symbolic of love and 
life and thd rctarn of Spring. - 
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THE TREE OF WAITING 



WAS it a dream ? Yet long ago it was — 
So faint my life blood beats about myroot, 
I know not when it was 1 Or dream, or truth. 
My branches, bare and hard, had bud and flower ' 
Which felt the quiver of each cooling breeze 
And oped its leaves to many a gossiping shower.^ 

One day of torrid heat afar I saw, 
O** felt^ — I know not, 'twas so long ago ! . , 

One walking towards me, talking as he came, ^ 
And twelve beside him whom, he seemed to tea(i)ii 
The death-still air grew living at the sight 
And gave my listless leaves a laughing speech, ' 

Aye, as he stopped, a shiver through me ran 
Of life ; and though I knew the spring had passed, 
Yet all my blood leaped from my cool, calm root 
And coursed a fuller May-tide throij^h my frarhe 1 
He staid^ — he slept beneath my quivering shade— ^ 
Blessed me— and went as kindly as he came.' 

And so I lived yet seeing. that calm sight, :' 

Yet feeling ail the blessing of that look, ' , . . ^ 
Until one day a tumult wildly ro$e 
At the far valley^s mouth and nearer Foiled, ' 
Sullen and hoarse ; then ever sharper , cries 
And imprecations that fierce hatired told. . 



And there He walked as calmly as before, The Tree 

Upon His head a thing that made Him bleed. of Waiting 

1 bowed my branches suddenly full low 
And tried to brush the briars. from His brow. 
' Iri vatnl They clung like bats cling to my bark! 
Again He blessed me 1 Then— I know not how 

I saw Him totter, fall ; but falling touch" 

My farthest rt)ot. and all my life outran 

To give" Him strength, while countless multitudes , 

Of spear-men closed about Him and a cry 

Of, "Crucify Him! Crucify Him! "rang and rang— ' " 

And lives within me countlessly for aye 1 



'Yet on a day a wise-man stopped and told, 
Pointing his knotted finger full at me, 

' That one should come, and by somei holy sigh 
Left tjy that Strangerfor whose strength I died, 
Should V/ake my life, low-lying at my core, . / 
'Till air my bare boughs blossomed. Then I cried 

To ask him when this happy tide should be, 
And in my root the lean sap leapt with hope 
That once again the Stranger might appear, 
Might bless me, breaking this niy barren state. ' 
Alas! he heard not, but went prophesying 
. Of that glad day — and left me desolate. 



The Tree And now the morn arises bathing all 
of Waiting My barren branches with a ruddy tint ;" 

Or else by night the pale moon downward bends 
And silvers me with blossoms of pufe whit© — 
Still I await the touch of love, and life ' 
And fruitage fuller than my lost delight. 
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THE CASTAWAY 



AS one^ho storm-tossed on the angry waves 
Beholds the land, and with each quick-drawn breath 
Breathes now new hope of life"; whose thought out-braves 
All hidden rocks, and grim, unconquered Death ; 

So, too, for one brief moment, I conceived 

A life with all Its cherished aims attained, 

Bounded by nobler^ve; nor yet believed 

-That life might be forsworn, that honor stained. 



MARAH 

^^/^^H taste of the fruit, it is ripe, it is red 

V^ And it glows with a beauty that gleams like the fire, 
Or the moon when she swims in a mist overhead 

And reels to the pulse of all- mastering desire 1. 
It is sweet to the taste as the honey of bees, 

It is fraught with wild pleasures the gods only know 
And one who but tastes of its might, never sees • " ' ! 

• As Life, those dull shiapings of shadows that flow 
Through the night of their minds who have loved but \h 
name, ' 

' And have felt but the breath, not the Sting of Love's 
flame.*' 

It was sweet to her lips. For a moment it flew ' , 

Like flame wreathed on flame, where tall towers are 
standing. • / . 

It created the world for a moment anew — 

; Then bereft it of laws that were .past all commanding. 
And theriver cried out as she slipped by its brink, 

^' Ah, pale maiden heart, come and rest in oiir billows ! " 
And the little birds twittered, *♦ Pale heart do not shrinki 

Come nestle thee close- to the earth's grass-cool 
• pillows! " ' 
And the grave opened wide its green doors to her view 

And showed her Its rest 'neath the. daisies arid clover 
And whispered, *' Pale soul, n^ake me grow paler tod, ■ 

Like the thousand of Care^ that my quiet grows over." 
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Then all the calm world to its deep slumbers turned. Marah 

That the hurt of her soul might have quiet to weep— 

She nods not, she sobs not, though all her heart yearned, 

But wide-eyed, and dry-eyed she watches on Sleep. 



EASY STREET 

OH have you heard of Easy Street 
That winds its downward, length away, 
Where prince and pauper passing greet 

Each other withtei glad.vgopd-day ? '* 
' • ' ' '' ' , '^ 

Oh Easy Street ! Fair Easy' Street ! 

All lit with lights that gleam and glare. 
Where every passer-by you meet 

Bespeaks you soft, bespeaks you fair, 

Until, a-we'ary with your face 

And form that pleased, the nioment past, 
He turns to win another's grace 

And wooes her while her beauties last " 

And once there walked a girl that way, 

With maiden-face divinely sweet ;; 

Her laughter floated far that day 

Along the length of Easy Street ! 

Ah Easy Street ! Fair Easy Street ! 

So6n sadly did her footsteps stray ^ ; 
Among the, trajTip of heedless feet , •/ 

Before the dying of that dayl 



And once a stranger by her side Easy Street 

Gazed on her face with sudden awe, 
Her helpless heart for yearning cried — 

She surely knew his face before I 

But no. He turned — ♦• You looked like one 

But she was pure, divinely sweet ; 
I knew when my life was young, ^ 

Not torn with tramping Easy Street." 

She called him, choked with rising tears. 

She stopped and softly spoke his name ; 

Off fell the mantle of past years, 

She felt her heart was still the same. 

Alas, he -heard or heeded not ' 

But turned another face to greet — 
So soon are purer days forgot. 

And early loves in Easy Street. 



LOVE'S HEROISM 

**In <}ermany if a inrgin bring discredit on her family, the other 
maidens come and, shearing her hair, drive her from village 
to village, scourging tnd cutting her tilt she dies." — Tassitus 

^^ HPHEY are coming, my sister ! . I hear the quick feet 
^>. 1 Of the virgins who think that their chastity rneet _ 

Like mine, 'could now never have felt the wild beat 

*' Of the heart pressed to heart, and the glbw of his eyes 
Like the sun when he flushes the earth with surprise, 
' At his beauty transcendent. They faintly surmise 

" How the glad Joy Of loving thrilled wildly my frame ^ 
From the tiijie when a slave from the sheep-fold he came,, • 
His face, kingly burning, spok6 sadly his shame. 

" Oh the curves oi his'arms ! And his niuscles'at play 
Like th^ smooth-turning billows, that swell from the bay ' 
When the thunder-god darkens the whole of the way. 

-^ *♦ Oh the glarice of those long-lashed eyes, brighter by far 
. Than the flash of the lightning, yet soft as a star . . 
That gains all its sweetness, where goddesses are^ > 

" Hark I Hark, they are coming 1 I hear the wild shout , ' 
Of the pure village 'gossips ; I see the foul rout 
Who to shield my fair innocence, drove my love but, 



** Where dark pines at midnight a somber shade cast, - Love's 
Where ^rites and mad goblins go striding the blast, Heroism 

Wounded and dying they left him at last. . 

*'' I tooi I am hs^Dpy — ah ! weep not. my dear, • 
My heart is Jike iron — I laugh at all fear;. . ' 
That dread, gloomy monster no longer Is drear. 

*: Stripped that the eyes of the maidens may see 

The signet of Love, his sole dower to me — 

I pray Freia fpr them that those pangs may ne'er be — 

" My feet shall walk gladly the way that he went ; 

The birds' happy love song shall leave me content - 

As flower.weds flower by kindly bees blent. ' ' . 

** For *tis not the presents of oxen and sheep 

And the^yok^, as symbolic of meekness, that keep ' 

A marriage-vow binding, and faith true and deep. 

*' Do spears crossed, and faces of family rhake 

A blessing descend, if , Love in their wake 

Does not gladden the nuptial by his own sweet sake ? 

;*• Yes, love— love I know is the test of life's worth ! 
And the seal of that marriage decried here on earth ! 
" And the glory of him whpm that tove shall give birth I . , 

"Yet beg the rri, dear sister— Ah, leave me my hair! 

A slight thing to them — ^but he said ft was fair. 

And my eyes could not, look on bis face — Ah 1 I swear 



Love's '* To walk all the way on the sharpest of stones, 
Heroism To the lashes and bruises to utter no groans 
In anguish for mercy, no pitiful tones 

•' Shall tell to the world of my bitter despair; 
Each scourging shall fall on my soul like a prayer-r~ 
Let me keep what he loved, lest he think me nqt fair! " 



They stripped her of clothing, they sheared her prpud head, 
She uttered no moan, though she staggered And bled— 
And up to her heart leaped her babe, and lay d^ad. 



MOVIS 



SHE saw him gleaming across tKe nighty 
When her heart was full of the moon's faint charms, 
And he kissed her, filling her eyes with light, 
And he held her lovingly in his arm$. 

He wooed -her there to the stream's glad song. 

Till she yielded him all of her heart's delight-^ 
Ah, would that the fates could her joy prolong ! 
, . For he faded away at the morning's might. 

. But she sought hini ever in faithful love, 

Through forests cool or on mountain height, - , 

And her spirit seeks him forever above, - 

In the starry places of the night: 

So be it chastity lost at last ; 

Sp he it wealth with its jealous eye*; 
Or the lust of the heart for a vanished past ; 

Or the praises of fame that have blown us by ; 

Somewhere our souls are seeking in vain, 

Thrpugh the forest shade, or the sun's fierce glow. 

The unfound goal of our sorrow and pain. 

We are wedded to Movis, the bridegroom of snow. 
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ICHABOD 

"And she named the child * Ichabod/ saying, the glory has de- 
parted from Israel/' 1 Sam. ly. 21 

YOU said» " he was a perfect' tank/' and laughed ; 
. I wish you had cried. . . I 

If you had seen that tumbled raft 
'\ Of houses by the river-side ; . 

The Water oozing through the stones with slime ; ., 

Around his head the tangled weeds — 
vYou would not laugh another time. ; , i 

This heart of mine still bleeds ; > ^ 

Thoug:h cold and hard at having seen 

' His parent creature crouched and low, 
Trying to close the eyes' dead sheen , ' . • 

And wipe the livid Jips, whjle low 
These accents sobbed from love I thought ; 

That breeded but as bird pr beset — ' 

. "My child perhaps 'tfs better SQ. . 

^ •• But would the hungry worms should feast ^ 

" On me, as soon they will have done ::■■ 

, " On you, my son, m/ son ! " I 



PADRE MATEO 



THE Padre godly man and stout, 
Would take a nap ; the day was warn 
The Padre godly man was tired put, 
Though^ to the gate still plung the^atarving rout . 
Of beggars, which the church for her soul's need 
, Each day at iiDOti with scanty food niust feed. 
.Their hungry, wolf 4ikeey0s the Padre saw^^ / ' 

, The lean, lohg fingers of each bony hand, 
While through the court rpsie their discordant sounds. 
'* By Maiy's blood,, plague take that beggar band I 
- Like. birds of prey, to fill^ whose eagel* maw . *. 
h priest, must daily go these ceaseless rounds. 

Should God'$ own servant be but sei;f to these? •' 
Grumbling he turn<^d, and looked beneath the trees 
Where the f-pund shado>n/s^ slei>t---the poplars tall;, 

So still the day, showed not a silver leaf- 
Only the fountain murmured iri its fall, " 1 

As one who drearhing mumbles mixed words of joy and 
;/• -^; grief; :■; ',/'• ; - ;' ■■ ''' ;■ ' - \ :':;.. 

Outside the gates, close to the iron bar, 

The bright suii beating on her blinking eyes 

And forehead, where tfie deep-set wrinkles mar * 

• Its smoothness, and the scanty hairs still cling, 
A woman's voice begs with unceasing cries. • 

"For Christ^s. dear mercy some slight morsel fling ! " / 



Padre She stretches out one bony hand and fain 
Mateo Fights for her place; *• For Christ's sake pity mo ! 

Good Padre, but a crust in charity; 

If thou expect his saving grace for thee 1 " " 
She plucks his sleeve, she will not let him go ; 
Her shrill voice jars his being to the quick, 
Her hungry eyfes ; the pallor of her sick > 
^ ^ And pinched features — all the loathsomeness 
Of filthy rags that showed'her sloathsomeness. 

He turned and gave her clingir^ hand a blow; '\ 

\ Then tossed an alms for what his wrath had done; 

The lean face flushed, she tottered a^d. sank low, 
' And cried, •• May Christ reward thee, even thus, my-^son ! " 
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FLAVIA 

^^ If love were all," she said with trembling tone, 
' . 1 *• If love were all, and love were ail in all, 
•* Then would I never need to \\^ alone, 

** Nor feel my salt tears scalding as they fall, 
" Nor see my sorrows. rpunded with a groan, 

'• Nor vainly beat my throbbing breasts and call 
. ** Despairingly, when o'er my life is thrown 
' \ " Death's mantle, and they |>ear me from Life's hall !** 

Love is not all all. Ah, would that it might be ! ' 
. _ Stilled would the spirit sleep within the breast! 
'And life would seem but love's eternity ! . . 
4 Circled with kisses, like the laurel-tree 
Folded with sunshine's passion. ' Aye the West' 

WoUfld meet the East, and bid the day-cares flee, 
y love were ail; If Qnly love were best. 



if love were all, like beasts by passion swkyed 
Man would but follow faces fair, and fall 

An easy mark for Beauty's forrr^ arrayed , . ' 

In luring liniamenfs. The cooing call ^ 

,' And laughter of light lips would hold him thrall, 

Until of passion's plaything unafraid, 

Within- her arms bis nobler life was laid— 
If love were all, and love were all in all. 
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Flduia Love is not all!. , Thank God it is not sq! 

Yet oft our heart yearns, when our faith's i- wane ; 
Honor Is nnbre, though allthe wprld cry " No! " ^ 
Earth holds no price for manhop<J, and no gain 
^ For womanhood. Unselfishness in pain 

Must salve Love's waunds, while Honor wards the blow. 
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*^ 'Three secrets that never were said : . ., 
The stir of the sap in the Spring, 

The desire of a man to a maid, 
And the urg0 of a poet to sing.- 

More Songs from Vagabondia 



' SOLOMON 

THERE is a story told of that great king, 
Who, through his love for. God^ knew everything, 
That one day, while he sat and prayed alone 
In his gT(^at hall of cedar and of stone, 
That suddenly, within the sun's clear light , 
He saw ah^ngel, qlothed in raiment white, 
Holding, within its Outstretched hands, to hini / 
A crystal goblet, even to the brim 
With shining fluid, ^d the angel said: 
"0 King, the God who rules btith quick and dead 
Has ordered me that I this cup shall give 
To thee alone, that thou mayest ever live." 
And as !t spoke it vanished on the wind ;' 

But in the chamber left the cup behind. * 

And then the King, Wise Solomon the Great, 
Called all his ministers and h^ld in state . 
A council of the noblest in his land ; 
And when he ordered silence with his hand, 
There fell a hush so great that e'en the bees 
Ceased their soft hummings in the almond trees. 
Then Solomon a^rose. and told therh ill 
. Of that sweet vision seen in his great hall, 
Told them of the visit of the angel bright. 
Showed them the cup effulgent with soft light " 
•* What shall 4 do ? " he said with 'bated breath ; 
<• Shall I drain t^hrs and flee forever death ? " 



Solomon And with one voice they cried in loud iaccord, 

" Drink up the cup and live forever' Lord I ** .^, / J 

And then he called eacti bird which skinis the air, 
And every beast which Iqrks in mounjtain lair^ 
' And they all c^me and filled the summer sky ' ' 

With one great-shout: •• Drinks King; and never die! " 
. Al* but one voice took up the loud accfaim ' 

Which' made the seven hills, resound again, - * * 

' And to the throne a hed^e-hog, old and gray, . » j 

'Midst shouts and jeers pursued his shufflir)g way, ' £ 

And when he reached it meekly bowed his head , 1 

And in a hurbble voice *'0 King!" he said, ., 

, •• If this/bright water could be shared by thee . • , ' ^^ 

, With ajl thy friends and thy whole; family, - ^' 

Then to the Lord thy glad thank-offerings give, 
; Drink of the cupythat thou and thine may live ; * "• 

But if this ^ift is pffered theQ alone, % . 
O rather pour It^n this tesseled stone! 
. . For age is only holy, calm and still ^ ; * ^ 

When the/e are friends who journey down the hill . .^. ' • 
Of life along wjth us, and by their care , 

' Make of old age a blessing doubly rare," : '■ ' ' * . 

He finished speaking:, and a moment stood • 7' 

Judea's K!ng» and then' the mantling blood ' , 
Surged to his cheeks, and looking proudly 'roun,d 
; . He gra§ped the cup — and dashed it to the ground. 
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A M00>4-S0NG 

■■■■'■ '■■-,-V^',^'*-' 

THE dim, dark moon has married /' 
The pafe\new moon tp-hight ^ 
Though long alone he tarried, 

He sleeps in her arnrwi of white^ 

Whirapithe new moon ceaseless keiaplhg 
Her watch by the old mooh's rest, 

Forever lights his sleeping - , 

With the sheen of her silvi^r l^restst. 



Oh Ipve, like the old rhoon waning " ' 
' In the clasp of the new love's nriight, .t^ 
€omeT thine, old niajgic tegainii^, . 
^ ' 6ort6 ! filling my life with light. '^ ■ / 



A SONG 



ALONG the line the battle rolled. 
The clang of swotds, the crash of spears. 
And deeds of valor jnanifold, 

Such as ne'er graced degenerate years. 
. Were waged by him whose heart grew bold 
. At thought of one face wan with tears. 

She sat alone the livelong day 

Where bright her lord's large armor hung. 
And watched each scar of fiercer fray , 

Each bite of spear, each mail-link sprung 
In border strife or fierce forray, 

Fought for her sake when love was yoting. 

A ruddy stain began to creep 

Between the lions on his shield - 

And ran in crimson furrows deep 
Across its gold and azure field — 
' And where the wavefs of passion sweep 
One valiant heart lies hushed in sleep. 



THE SONG OF CERES 



THE stones have wounded sore my feet, 
My. hair Is damp with nriormng dew. 
But still I. seek you, Oh my sweet, - 
And still I call and cairfor you ,' 
. Proserpinal Proserpina I 

Through woods untrodden , I have pi^ed, ^ 
. Through ways unknown and places wHd. 

Ah 1 • Shall I find you sweet at last, ... 
\ My own, my dearV my long-lost ehlld — ■ 
Proserpina ? Proserpiha ? 

And often when a bright star shines, • 
."■:• Arid often .when a soft breefee shakes 
The needles of the fragrar^t pines, ' , v 
An echo answers frpm the lakes, ' 
" Proserpina 1 Proserpiiia ! " , 

And then your eyes look into mine; 

• / I almost know that you are near, 
■ 1 almost see ' your form •. divine , 

. < My own, my child, long-lost, still dear — 
Prcsarpina! Proserpinal 



THE LOST EURYDICE 



IN daylight dreams, in midnight dreams, 
In life's awak'ning, love's unrest. 
In shadow- land, where fancy seems 
A trusty friend, thine hand I pressed, 
Eurydice 1 Eurydice 1 

The way was faif with May- time flowers, 

The breeze brought longings faint, yet strong. 

And my wild heart beat high for hours • 
To hear thee urge large aims in song, 
Eurydice I Eurydice \ ■ / 

Alas, life's May has turned December, 
And weary twilight smothers day, 

Yet will my mind thy love remember, 
iTet will my heart repeat thy lay, 
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Eurydice! Eurydice I -j 

Thus through the dread, plutonian sadness • . 

Thy parent-presence watches keep ; 
To lead my soul to loftier gladness. 

To rouse my dead days from their sleep, 
Eurydicp I Eurydice 1 



) 



A SONG 



AFTER sunshine, rain ; , 

After pleasure, pain; i 
After rain, the fairest weather ; 
After pain, tbe calmest pleasure, 
Sun on plain and purple ,heathet, 
In the heart joy*s meriy measure. 
But again— ; ' 
Alt^r sunshine, rain; 
After pleasure; pain. ., 

Aft^r night, the day ; 
After peace, the fray;' 

Aft^r day, an endless sleeping ; 
'After fray, the battle keeping 
; Still Its lease of deathless weeping, 

Through the a:ges worm-like creeplnf^ 
On ttjeir way: > 

Afternlght, the day; 
After peace, the fray. 



A Song After darkness, light ; 

After weakness, might ; 

After light, an endless glory ; 
After might, in good grown hoary, 
Deathless light of song and story, 
Powers still more laudatory 

In earth's night. 

After darkness, light ; 

After weakness, might. 






THE FUTURE 



THERfe came, to me a vision tall 'and fair ;. . 
Like queenly pines that crown their heads in heaven, 
An singei stood. So soft its soulful voice 
And such a glory shone about its face ^ 

That in rtiy heart a sadnesjs softly crept ' 

^At the dread thought of my unworthiness; " : 
And sweet th^ ang^l saidv " Arise and see. 
For unfo theei in answer to thy prayer, /-'\ , 

God will unveil the bounds of Destiny 
And^ive thee power to know the days to be— - 
The deeds that thou must do, the death that, thou mayest 

But at these words Fear crept and laid his hand 

With iron grip upon my beating brain 

And held it closer in his cold embrace / , 

Than struggling streamis are held in th^wless frosts, . 

A numbness such as Death may bring to tliose 

Who soon Shall share her lowly home and lone. 

Lay on my will ; then my rebellious heart 

Freed from restraint quick answered, •' Spirit pure, 

I cannpt, dare not, lift my drooping head 1 " 



The Future And then I seemed to feel those glowing eyes, 
Piercing in beauty, bend their speechless sway 
Straight in nriy eyes, and then a voice ^ake out 
In mingled tones of pity and surprise : - 

" Ah, foolish soul, perhaps 'tis better so ; 
For hadst thou looked with faith-illumined eyes; \, , 
The face of Him thou doubtlessly would know, 
Who could have told thee whence the wild winds blow ; 

, ^ Who bids the day cease and th6 pale stars, rise ; 

Who throbs with power in the pulsing tide ; 
Who bids the fields their flower garlands grow v 
Who houses warm the wan seeds where they hide ; 
Who gives thee good for evil and pardons thy base pride." 

So 1 awoke. The moon wa§ shining fair 
. And que^n-like through the frosted window panes,' . " 
' While faint outside the winter wind made^moan 

And /Sighed like rustlings swift of angel Wings. 



-, A 



AN ANSWER 



LI-KE the field before th6 mowing. 
rWhere th^ ruddy poppi(^s dance, 
All my life is graindly growing, 
; Ripe arid rich in old romance. 

■ './ ■ ' "- ;■■■ v" . ■-' ■ - ■,.. ; • :, 

/Every day of sun:i^d shower, / , .- 
' ■' Eyery brei^ze that blows from far 
Bears some unexpected dower 

From Ithe lands where longings are. 

Why should one be ^d, When only 
/ Lif 6 with , all its joys is known ? ' 
Souls may be a little lonely 

When life's fields lie^U unsown. 



WHEN last I wore a kingly crown, 
When last thou wert my queen. 
Life, courtier-like, without a frown. 
With naagic step strayed up and down , ^ 

Where love's large garden-close was green. 

All brightly bloomed the flowers there, ■ 

The purple lilac, pink and clover ; 
vThe wind strayed softly 'round thine hair, ' 
Thine eyes were blue as skies most fair, 

• With love and longing brimming over. < 

In straightened rows the yew-trees rah, 

In alleys flecked With gleam and gloaming ; ' 

So formal too thy life began, > ' 

Until love burst its goveming ban 

And on life's highway went a-roaming. 

I cannot blame thee if that love 

Thou promised me should bud and blossom, 
And twine its tendrils still above 
My shortened prop. ! would liot glove 

That fuller life within thy bosom J 
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Now if I see that day. by day 

-Thy love for m^ - 

To one ^vho can fulfill for aye . - 

;Tby loye, and in a larger way ^. 

. L^ad thy dwa^rfed life to grander growing, 

Then, love, the fault 16 mine, t own, 

Is niine-r-f:§ mine ! And yet I ween 
We walked as gods to earth come^ down. 
When l^t I wore that kingly crown, - 
*. . When las.t th6u wert my flueen I • 
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WHEN MAIDS PROVE FICKLE 



LIKE the fitful' gusts of rain ' 
'Gainst a western window pane. 
Or the sudden winds that ride 
On the wildly warring tide ; , 
Sudden rain and sudden wind, 
Woman's love and woman's passion. 
Leaving no deep trace behind. 

Like the moaning of the sea, "^ 

Throbbing ever ceaselessly 

For the moon which draws it$ might 

From the sea's own fountains bright, 

As the ocean's deathless song, ^ , 

Man's deep love and man's deep passion, 

mindless longings, true and strong. 



__-:_„:_^ 



A CHRISTMAS BALLAD . 

KING Arthur dwelt at Carlisle town 
That merry Christmas tide,^ 
And th^e maintained his table round ' 

V/ith many a knight beside ; 
And there he kept his Christmas cheer 

. With mirth and princely vjoy / . 
Ayhen lo ! before his guests appeared/ 

A strange and cunning boy. 
A cloak of cHnrison silk he wore 
About his middle meet; . 
And ^us with seemly courtesy 

He did King Arthur greet : 
'' God sp$ed fhee, bram King Arthur; 
y Thus feasting in t^y bower ;_ 
And Guenevere, thy goodly queefi, 

' Thai jair and faultless flower, 
'^et gallant lords and lordlfngs here, 

■'^, I wish you all take heed, . 
Lest what each' deems a t>looming rose 
Should prwe a cankered^ wed. '\ 
^Then swiftly from his crimson cloak 

He took a hood, like fjame» 
And said, '* No -wife shall it become 

Who once has stooped to shame." 
And e very knight iii Arthur's court 
Sly'glanced at his dame. , 



A •• Now let the merry sport begin! " 

Christmas The smiling urchin said, 

Ballad And gave the hood to Guenevere, 

Who bkished a darlc, deep red ; 
Who blushed a dark, deep red and turned 

As though she saw blnn nat ; 
And all but Arthur marked the look , 

She cast at Launceiot : 
And all but Arthur marked the look 

Who called in merry glee : > 

** Come put the hood upon thine hair 

Which, like the northern sea, 
Ripples in light, Queen Guenevere, 

Be,tween thy seat and me." ' 
Hushed was the talking at th^ board, 
- ^ And hushed the merry i^ong, • 

As the pale queen in anguish rose .. 

Before the watching throng ; 
Arose and stood surpassing fair, / 

Now pale, now flaming red, . ' 

And took the urchin's crimson hood 

And placed it on her head. 
To some it seemed her beauty waned, . 

Like roses in the fall. 
To some she seemed but fairer still, ! - 

Divinely fair and tall. . , \ 

The king stepped down,' in cloak and crown, 

And kissed her before all. 



GOLD, AND, FRANKINCENSE AND MYRRH 



THEY have traveled fast and far, 
Onward guided by the star 
That outshone all lights for them, 
On their way to Bethlehem. 

By th<^ cradle' low smd rude, , 
In the staple's solitude, 
Offer they with hearts iastir, , ' >■ 
Gold, and frankincense and myrrh. 

So to-day we bring him n9ught 
Biff 'ring from the gifts they brought, 
Our best deeds, of heait s^id brain 
Are the priceless gold 'again. 

All kind thoughts that blossom /air, 
The faint perfume of each praye'r, 
Love that seeks no recompense, 
Are to-day the frankincense. 

Sdathing scorri of hardened heart. 
Tears that scald s^nd sobs that start. 
Sins that full perfection blur, 
Are to-day ;ChrlSt's bitterest myrrh. 



•s 



YOUTH 
** I will drink life to the lees." — Tennyson 

OH strike me with thy wand, thou ki^ of life. 
And lead my longings as the morning star 
Leads the great sun, and rouse in gtorious strife 

The deed3 of day, which night has banished far. 
To arms! To arms I . \ hear the call of war! 
The Norseman's spirit from its slumber leaps. 

Now fiercely burns each half foiigotten scar, 
And calls on vengeance where she dreaming sleeps. 

Away faint dreams. I like an eagle poise 

On lofty wings and spy my shrinking prey, ^ 

Or like a Bacchant^ wild with wine and noise, 
» I ruled alone by passion's master-sway, 
Will fight with hands unheeding^ 'till the day 

Sinks in the waiting arms of languorous night. ' 

And through those hours plan but deadlier fray 

While eager-souled I chafe for morning's light. 
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AGE 
** There is no joy but calm." — Tennyson 

AD I biit some small seeds of lotus flowers- 

Or oj^e deep dratight from som^ red poppy's lip 

^ . T^iat seems to dre^m and murmuring tells by hours 

[ The Sweets which ni§ht elves in its bosom slip, 

; Then wotild I rest like some belated ship 

Beside the rharges, trembling a1 the kiss 

Of ocean loVe, or like the pale moon dip 
(, / To yonder yale, and feelEndymion's bliss. 



H 



J 'Tis better now to let the world go by 

F And hear Hs, murmur as of far off things, 

' /A sound as faint as some young bird's first cry, 
'' A gentle music as of gauzy wings 

In.^ome lone spot where many a jonquil springs 
And dewy violets from their mosses peep', 

. Until the cool a sw^et obliviqn brings, 
And drowsy eyelids close in dreatny sloep. 
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THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH 



DON Juan Fernando, friendless, old^and gray, 
Sat at his window while the dying day 
Flashed its last flanne along the westcra sky 
And In the growing gloom he saw his IJfe pass by— . 
Valley and town and solitude, where he , 

Had chased the flying phantoms of his destiny. - 
Though deathless deeds of slight utility. 

At last he rested by a spot well known, \ 
A lonely spring, now choked with slimy stone, , 
While on its bitter brink great mpssy oak trees stoo^, 
The giant mailed and armed warders of the Vood. 
And as he wondered how this thange had come. , 
Behold, an ancient pilgrim, gray and. dumb, 
Walked as if life to him were moiie than burdensome. 

Wild eyed he was, his hair unkempt, uncouth* 
Like some strange creeper twined about his'youth 
Had choked Its life and left it old and we5ak 
: Before its day had dawned. His deejay sunkea cheek 
Glowed now with hectic flush. - He cried In glee 
"At last Tve found the fountain of eternity . . , 
Although my last long home te almost raised for me! ** 



Then at the spring he stdoped and bowed his head The 

To drink, when lo, the mossy fountain fled Fountain 

Silent and swiftly Hke the dew on grass, of Youth 

And lying in its place he saw a sproll of woven glass 

Like those far traders bring from Sarmacan ; 

And glim'ring there in gold and gems this legend ran, 

*• The Fount of Youth lies in the heart of man,'' ., 



THE ANEMONE 



THERE Is a frail, whtte flower 
That feels the spring's glad spell. 
Pink at its natal hour. 

Then pales and sighs •' farewell.*' 

The same wind wQoes It kindly. 

Then bears its bloom away, 
Scatters its petals Uindly 

To mix with common clay. 



Thy life by lov6 was lighted, 

When first the spring winds blew. 
By love thy life was Wighted» 

Alas, what couldst thou do ? 



the:skop 



AND have you read an ancient scald 
And found no message in his rhymea? , 
You say his similles are fcaW 

Or dusty with the work of Time. , 
But think what meaning, good and true, 
Thdy brought to men when they were new. 

1 once, in a deserted nook 

Of a' hall cupboard, dark ^nd old. 
Found these few p?i'ges of a book 
\ ThQ battle songs of Beowolf bold. 
And, through these tales of knightly strife, 
I, felt the quickening breath of life. 

I saw the blood of kingly deeds 

Rise from the heart of Saxon thane, 
And gladly for his nation's needs 

Laiigh in the horrid face of pain — ■ 
Or fair and sweet, in endless throngs, 
The birth of themes for poets' songs. 



^^^, 



VERLAINE 



F EASTER upon moods and fancies. 
The fine frenzy, the fine line, 
Thou mayest sing of kisses, dances 
And the ruddy gles^m of wine, 
In a life of lost romances 

By an empty plate or stein. 

While outside thy slatless shutter 
Shivers in the cutting rain ; 

While the gurglings of the gutter » 

Sprays thy cobwebbed \^indow-pane, 

Fancy flies where heat-mists flutter 
In the sunny South of Spain. 



TO 



''ONDER not thatroses bloom 
With a lover-rlike perfume 
pays and days and d^ys together 
At thy girdle's golden tether : 
And.wotild linger loath to part 
From thy kindly beating heart. / ^ 

Surely they would learn tp leap 
At the' dancing of thy feet, ^ 
•Treading many a nierry measure, 
Aj)d would gibw with kindred pleasure 
At their sisters nestling where 
Thy rounded cheek is pink and fair. ■ 

^ Surely 'twould utigracious be 
H%d they faded faithlessly _ 
E*er they to th^ woHd had shown 
A brighter beauty than their own, 
Thi^s accomplished 'twas but right 
/Biey should die. ]^4ourn not their plight 



ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON 
'They buried him on a crag which ouerlooks his home/* 

THE crest gleams bare and the tempests roar, 
While voices tise from the sounding shore. 
Crooning low lullabies evermore. 

Where his kindly heart lies sleeping. 

. The stars he loved strict vigils keep, 
The Ninves still wildly upward leap, 
And break the virgin silence deep, 

Where his kindly heart lies sleepffng. 



TO WrLUAM MORRIS 
** An idle singer of an empty day.'l 

I TOO have livedjn that far land where all 
^ Is lulled to rest by some dread \^rtzard's might, 

r And seen the checkered sunlight dancing fall 

, -, ' On brooks that babble like some senseless wight 

s. Whose days are spent with fancies dreamed at night. 



There sweet the Songsters of the dawning sing 
To greet the pulsing presence of the morn; 

And sighing pines a sleepy horror fling, 
When at the vissper incense of the thorn ; 
The d^-dreams dying are to visions born. 

While fal/rterfr^m the drowsy vale betow 
Rises the sighing of an endless strain, 

Now loud,- now soft, now hardly heard to flow, 
Like distant music from the murmuring main, 

Like Sweetest sor^s that hint at hidden pain. 

: So when the doom of toil 1$ drawing nigh, ' 

When rest t^iyfi^gers, weary worn and thin, 
, And. hardly louder than the cricket's cry, 
A ; Sounds to thine ears the squalid city's din — 
/ Xhen n^iay the gates of dream-land let thee in I 



PRIMA VERA 

•* Or gold the sky or ashen, 

There broods within their breast 
The sleeping pilgrim passion. 

The sweet, divine unrest." — Clinton ScoUard 

THE river of life is at flood to-.day. 
Away! Away! 
Let us leave the banks that hem our tide \ 
Of life, of love ; let the canvas wide 
Be swelled by the blast of the joy of being. 
'Tis good to have but the power of seeing! 
The earth unfolds like a treasure trove 
In the light that springs ^ 

As. from angel wings, . 
While the blue-bird merrily sings of love. 

Over all the land it heralds clear, ' 

The Spring is here 

To. pour Its treasures on hill and dell, , 

Till the shrouded buds with pfomfee swell; 

And the meanest spot in the leafless wood 

Throbs with a joy which It never could 

Had Winter not gripped It with sullen sway. ^ 

Up heart and sing 

To the coming Spring; 

For the rJme of your winter time melts away. 



New thoughts must rise Prima Vera ^ 

When the leaden eyes, 

Dulled yith the poHng and peering in books, = v 
See in the swirl of the sweeping, brooks 
The minnows breasting with jewell^4 side 
The> noisy tide ; ^ / > . 

As it eddies wide f '/ 

; Where the pebbles, as red. as the maple buds. hide. 

' New laughter leaps to the wearied heart,. ' 

Sick olithe Ibtiely hill ■ ;^ ". ' 

' Where iri the Winter's chill 

Breathed through the treeis with their branches bare . 

A stow^ a sad,. complaining air, V^ . 

But Spring's bright fodt^tep has trodden there . , 
, ' And the bars are down^ and the cattle stray 

Oyef^ the hills toward the rising day. ' 

Then, up thou va'gabondoflife, V « 

My soul, tliou waif from the re^ltri of God I 
' Poi^ Nature is now in her beauty rife, " .^ 

And far and near 
' The flowers appear, ' 

'. And the willow branches wave and nod . t- 

: And woo their shadows alorig the bropk/ 

O hark! hear fV^ :.: , - 

Now rising clear , i; 

Thy summons comes from each sunny nook. ' 



Prima Vera What mean those rules of *'thou shalt not do/* 
When the world Is new 
Md the spirit, too ? 

All the measures of earth are ^ paltry thing 
While the vagabond soul hears the blue-bird sing. 
Then up my heirt! Away, away 1 
The river of life is at flood to-day ! , 



1 
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THE ARBUTUS 



LIKE some lone maiden in a woodland glade, 
'sporting apart without i thought or care, v : 

Who sees' the Sudden stranger standing there. 
Then turns Jto hide, half curious, half afraid, 
Hbldlng across her breast's unconquered space 
One hand which hardly serves to hide the sight, , 
While with a niovement of untutored grac% • • 

She smoothes her hair which blows in wild delight 
And clings in jove-loqks on her blushing fac^ — 
So, fair arbutus, 'neath the secret shade 
Of leaves that dimly screen new. bu4ding grace. 
You try to hide your charms, and so evade 
Unwelcome suitors to yo\;ir forest place ; 
While you blush crimson like a maiden gay v 
When to her Ustertlng heart love throbs its first s^et lay. 



AUTUMN 



COME, lonely one, the world is waiting now. 
Through dusky forests steal on. silent feet 
And lift thy watch-torch on each nnountaln brow. 
To light the progress of the king of sleet. 

Creep fronn thy fastness where with magic art 

Has Summer, Circe-like, delayed you long 

And lulled the throbbings of your restless heart 

With dreamy murmurs of her feathered throng. 

See how she scans thee with unwearied eyes, 

Now in the dell where the faiiit asters gloV^, . 
^And waits, unheeding all her children's cries, ' 
. Those es^er songsters bidding her to go. ^ 

Then come, then come ! Stamp on the hills thy might. 

Bid warring winds proclaim thy dread, decree. 
Soon shall the river rigid grow with fright 

And countless leaves shall dance In j\jb!lee. 
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^THE SUMMER OF ALL SAINTS 



WRAPPED he was in Sunday peace / 
. And bj3sWe a grave was keeping 
' : Watch and ward where she was sleeping, 
/iri; the, City of Surcease. 

He recalled each wayward mood, 

pvery grahce of gleaming eyes, 
, EVery laygh that led his sighs ; 
To their present solitude. 

Could His thoughts tJut breathe and. moye. 
: '' She were standing by his ^ide '' > 

, • With the, rapture of ^ bride 
Swayed by every pulse of love, ^ ^ -^ 

Could she to his calling come. 

Could her sluggard blood now .stir, 
Life might still be given her ^ . 

And the gtave not be her home. , 

Deeply wrapped in All Saints* peace 
Earth" lay like a lover keeping 
j Watch arid ward o*er Summer's sleeping. 

In the City of Surcease, -/ 



SONG 



OH those dreamy Aiigust days 
When the hay Is carted home 
And the clematis* long sprays 

All adown the fences foam.' 
When the moon in cloudless sides 

Queenly walks through $tariit ways. 
Followed by the south wind's sjgh's. 
In those dreamy At^ust days' 

Oh those dreamy August days 

When the dew-webs on the lavm^ 
Form the dancing floors for iays ^ 
At the hedge where harks the dawn 
Waiting what thine eyes confess 

To the moon's expectant tays, 
Waiting 'till thou whisper "yes," 
In those dreamy Augiist days. 



OU NEW YEAR'S EVE 



GN New Year's Eve where hardly reached the flow . 
Of eager voices ; where the music lew 
' Sounded If ice. moanings f ull 6f joy or pain , 
Twas hard to tell, so dimly-sweet each strain, 
I sat be$\d6 her; in my heart the glow 

Of new-made Vows, which like fresh fallen snow 
Brightened the branches in fjaoh^l)arren row 

OiF orchards bowing to some faint refrain .. 
/.'bh New Year's Eve. 

- , - ■" '• . - ' ^- 

I. told hjer how, In days now long ago, . 
When maidens seemed more kindly warmth to show, 

At midnight on this very eve each swain / 

Might oft sweet kisses from his love obtain ; 
*• Has that boon vanished? " Soft she answered ** No, 
On tslew Year's Eve," . ' 



TIME 



AND 33 we dreamed, the days went fleeting by 
And all unmlssed, we never thought them lost. 
For, as the tree before the touch 6f frost 
Stretches its full-leaved branches toward the sky. 
Tho* now and then a leaf falls .through the air, 
^nd we no changes in the foliage find, 
Yet. day by day, the whistling autumn wind 
Whirls one more leaf, 'till lo 1 the tree stands bare ! 
So now -these days, which formed the precious store 
And passed so slow they hardly crept along. 
Are but an echo — sl forgotten song — 
Made by the hours which now return no more. 



THE- SEA . -g 

•• ■' ; ■ ' ■■ ■' ' ■ ' "i 

" Dost hear the sea ? "• — AT/Wf Lear - [\ 

t ' _ _ . . ■ . -^ 

IT whispers ever through each clod of earth 
That clothes the mountains. Every silent dell 
' Has felt the sway of its unceiaaing swell, 
Though far removed {rpna the wild music's birth ; 
And se^ songs sound within Earth's aged breast, ^ . 

As in some soul whose fun'rel bell has rung ' 

Do cradle songs that lulled her heart to rest, 
In dinri remembered- day$ when all her life was young. . 

Who does not hear the sea?. When all night long . 
The fringed weeds that dance on wind-whipped dunes 
Add their shrill magic to the sea's sad runes 
Ahd sudden spells that bind the spirit strong < ., ■ ' . 

Until it bows to the sea's undertone ; . J 

As sorpe lone shell which on the mountain's crest 
Feels througjh its being all the sea's unrest 
And ever sings the songs it learned at Neptune's throne. 



THE LADY OF ABERDEEN 



SHE was the Lady of Aberdeen, 
So sweet a bride had ne'er been seen, 
White as the snow-drop's crystal bell, 
White as the violet in the dell, .. 

But frail as the cherry buds in May, 
As frail and as fair, I have heard them say. 

The old earl sat In' his castle tower. 
To east and to west his lands lay'far, 
Many a park and many a bower 
Where the roses- fall like a summer shower, ' ' 

And bright as the sunny wave^ on the bar. 
The old earl sat in his castle tower ; 

And peered o'er the country far and near, ' 
See, see, in the west the storm clouds^lower, ' 
And the cut of the wind is sharp and kee^n, ' .^ 
Ther^ is something of dread, therj3 i$ ^melhing of ^ 
, ' fear— • ■ • .^ , ;, -'.'■ - ;_',. '^ 

God pity my Lady of Aberdeen 1 

"And will the wild wind keep him back, - 
And will he fear the elm tree's moan?'*; 
And she listens and starts at the shadows black, 
A-dance ip the lightning's light alone : . ' - 

v Mother of Mercies hear my prayer!" ., 
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And the blue veins swell on her forehead fair. The 

Closer and closer the shadows crawl, Lady of 

While, through the forest'^ gloomy pall Aberdeen 
The lightning leaps, like a waterfall. , 

S|ie cowers close where the wood is lone, .\ 

She seems a creature carved of stone; 

The sudden winds through the ^ree-tops groah, 

While ihe swaying branches creak and cry 
^As the coal-black clouds obscure the sky. , 

, But neyer a sigh and never a moan, 

Only her hands are stiff in prayer. / 

Free fly the. coils of her loosened hair, 

And nestled close to her opened breast 

The icy rain drops have made their nest. ; 

They found her there at the break of day, ^ 

Like a bruised violet pale and sweet; - 
And they carried her silently all the way 
. And laid her dead at the old earl's feet. 
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MY RAG CARPET 



I HAVE a carpet of ^Bagdad 
Made not in Eastern lands 
With colors running wayward mad, . 
. Crimson, blue, with golden bands; 
I have a carpet of Bagdad— j 

And fairer far it seems to me . ^ 
Than any from across the sea. 

For when I sit, the light bums low, 

Outside the wind howls loud and long, 
And watch those cheery colors glow, 
I seem to hear a distant song 
And see fair fingers patiently 
Weaving those bits so dear to me. 

Then what care I for treasures old , 

From Moslem Mosques of far Bagdad! 
With crimson bands and threaded gold 
And colors running wayward .mad — 
I have a carpet woven fair 
From silks my mother used to Wear. < 



WORDS 



TEACH me what power lies 
: In words smooth-lipped from long trials, 
A soupd which upward fli^s ^ , 

With ItHoughts that admit no denials ; 
> Or lighting fancies that play ' \^ 

And gleam in the eyes before spesiking— 
Like sunlit waves bi the bay 
■ }n sibilant chorals brealcing ! , 

Teach rne what power lies 

^ In words from the futl heart pacing^, 
Like doucis in the purple slcie$ y r > 
With the wind's wild coursers racing ; 
Or in mingled moanings of woe,, V 

Like the sobbing call of the river, 
When the tortured heart beats slow; 
. All ready to stop forever 1 . 

Tjeach me what power iie$ > ' 

In words' which the mother $ingeth, 

Which close her Infant's eyes >^ ' 
As soft the cradle ^he swingeth ; 

.Or in sounds which make one swoon 
And f611ow^^ all passions thronging, 

As the, bilidws; follow the nloon. 
/ \ In a silent^ ceaseless longing ! . j 



A LEGEND 



WHERE the cliffs of Brittany 
Silent watch the sounding deep, 
Sunl( in an enchanted sleep, 
Lies a city, *neath the sea. 

Thence I have heard peasants telling, 

When the moon is hanging low, . 
And the ocean scarce seems swelling, 

In its silent ebb and flow : 
Softly, sadly comes a-stealing 

Over all the country side 
Sounds of fairy bells a-pealing . 

In the sainted even-tide ; 
And the soul which learns that music 

Lives forever satisfied. 

3o from life's untroubled ocean, 

. In our golden even-time. 
We shall hear with glad ernotion ' 

Echoes ringing, cWfte on chlnie ; 
And our hearts, those sunken cities. 

Stored with thoughts of former ds^ys, . 
Soft, shall sing us olden ditties ' /' 

Of our college life and ways ; - 
And the soul which learns that music 

Never longs for newer lays. ^ 



LOVE / 

^^/T\F all things beautiful under the sun 
V-/ Love is the only perfect one.'* ' 

So sang the poet, fancy-free. 

I ^sh. dear girl, that he had known thee ! 

For I ^ho have looked in the light of those eyes, 
And have feU the glow of each sunny smile ; 

/Who have known the sudden frost of frown, 
And the hea>^-crowned lashes drooping^ down;. 

To j9L darker shade jon thy rounded cheek, 

Would never — could never, such wild word? speak! 

The waywsCrd beat of thy dancing feet ; 
Thy laughter sounding doubly sweet 

When, thine eyes were mocking that silver tone; 
Would have doubtlessly made him thy slave, I own. 

A^d Ills heart to thy heart at that laughing eye, 
.Would have leaped with a passionate longing cry. 

Only to falter and faint and fall 
' At thy scornful beauty that held him thrall. , ^ 

Of all things beautiful under the sun • 
Love is the only baneful one., 



« 



LAST HALLOWEEN 



^T^WAS but a year last Halloween 
1 Thou stoodst beside me on the stair ; 

All silver lay the moon'^ pale sheen, , 
In the dark tresses of thy hair, ; 
And surely dear thine eyes confessed - - 
That love had rule of thy white breast. 

Twas but a year last Halloween 

That loud thy father's watch-dog bayed ; 
Thou trembled as at specters seen. 

Thy lips grew cold, thy face afraid, 
Yet surely dear thine eyes confessed 
Love only ruled thy lily breast. 

Twas but a year last Halloween 

A step, a start — one sharp, wild cry — ^ 
Deep sank the jealous steel as keen 

As serpent's tooth — one sobbing sigh- 
Yet surely dear thine eyes confessed 
That love still ruled thy crimsoned breast. . 



/'. 



THE VISION OF FRIENDSHIP 



{HAD a dream of I^ri^ndship. Old and ;wan . 
A shadow shape moved in a shadow world^ 
Upon a lonely moor. One aspen tree, 
Widowed of all Its, leaves, stretched its bare arms * 
As if to ask of yonder leaden skjr ' ,.; ' 

And yonder inky pool where all had gone 
Which mad^ Its life onc^ full of^pleasing sounds. 
A mourning bird, half frightened at its song, . 
With quaveVing not^ chirped to its ruined nest, 

' Then hid its^fajnt eyes /neath an Icy wing. 
All wliileth^t shadow moved along and held 
The stalk of one pale daisy with its heart 
Bereft of all its milky leaves. When lo ! 

> Anp^er being, with its eyes of fire, 
Swept as, the sun above the lon^ moor*s brink. 

- Behind, its path seemed full of arrowed light, 
And from the draperies trailing o'er its feet,. 
Whenever the sad wind moved. them, came a sound 
So full of sweetness that it caused one pain. 
Still the first lonely figure crept along 
Until it heard the^ faint notes of that strain. 
Then swift it stopped and stretched its arms abroaid, 
And'Jn fee dead eyes ?uch a longing came '. 
That all the face beamed radiant as the moon. 
When through the long nights of the summer's wane 
She sleeps in beauty, pillowed on white clouds. 



The And closer, closer came those shadows twain. 

Vision of . The shadows twain, one gloom and one all light. 
Friendship Until they mingled in a glory such 

As never earth and heaven knew before, y- 
And then the sad bird waking from its dreain^ 
Of one it loved, gave such a call of joy 
That all the moorland leaped with happy sotind, 
And far away I heard an answering call 
And I awoke and blessed that vision fair. 



rest; FOR NEW TOILS AWAIT THEE 

THE moonbeams lie on lake and lea, 
No' whispering wind the silence mars; 
The glow-worm travels tranquilly ; 

Where silent sleeps the leafy sea, / 
And the cares of mjj'fife lie hushed lii me. 

The clouds In heaven scarce take flight, 
On high the moon rules .queen of stars, 
The old earth basks in fairy light, 
AH phantom fear^ have taken fright J 

And my alms lie clear to mine eyes to-night. 

■ ,.' ' -. • - /. 

' ' Life's good an4 IM have majtched and jnet 
And right h^is burst enslaving, b^rs 
And routed wr9ng whose close-meshed net 
Gave. e*ep. the souls of saints fierce fret — - 
But the^end of strife Is. not yet, not yet. 



A VI RELAY 

^Ul-je, sui-je, suhje. belle? 

Surely so my heart has said, 
While my ^ark eyes see full well 

How you love my lips of re(|. 
Dites moy se je sui belle ? 

I have wraps fur-lined with gray, 
Satins soft and silk$ full gay, 

Wealth to ward misfortime's spell; 
Sui-je, sui-je, sui-je belle? 

Bold indeed must that man be 

Who would want to wed with me ; , 

Yet love should light fears, dispel! 

Dites moy se je sui belle ? 

See, I freely pledge it you 

That my heart would prove full true, 
Long as one should love me well» 
Dites moy se je sui belle. ■■ 

Ah, a paradise of bliss 

Is an unworn love like this ! 

Thou hast stormed its citadel f . : 
5ui-je, sui-je, sui-je belle. 



MY WEE-:V/EE MAN 



. " p wee, wee man ,^ . . ■, ■' 
r'^ . ' Tell me whar may thy dwelling be ? " 

, - . —Old Scotch Ballad 



OK have ye seen my wee, wee man ? 
I lost him }ust the other day. 
His tength was scarce a yard-stick's span ; , ' 
. Oh have ye seen my wee, wee man? 
\ ' I lost him while he was at play. 

So cute he'was, so cunning too,- 

Just one small word he'd learned to say, 
ifV/hile diy by day he stronger grew. 
He wasi so cute, so cunning too, 
' ' He won my willing heart siway. 

He cooirfe clapped his hands in glee ; 

The angels must have^'seen him so, 
And Jealous must have been at me 
to see him clap his hands In glee 
, And so they softly bade him go. 

He left rne without one goad-bye 

As toward their outstretched arms he ran/ 
T Mard no call nor slightest sigh ; 
He left me without one good-bye, ./ 

My wee^ wee man 1 My wee, wee. man ! 






A DIRGE 



LET iiim rest, 
Ah. let, him rest 
With his hands across his breast; 
For he sought before his time 
Love and laughter* joy and rhyme. 

It is best. 

Ah. it is best 

So to reach eternal rest. 
Love was turned to cold distain, 
Laughter fled ani^ left bjit pSiin. 

. Vain his quest, 

Ah, vain his quest, 

Cursed In life then death was blest. ' 
Joy was turned to bitter grief, "^ 
Rhyme noylonger gave relief. 

So in earth's cobl, quiet drest, . 
' Like some long expected quest. 

Let him rest, 
r Ah, let hint rest. 



RBX SUM 



1AM a king. Within my hollow hands ' 
, I hold the mystic powers, life and death. 
I can disperse the body's glowing sands 
Or husbahd^them for years, through my commands. 

\ am a king, and at my will's behest, 
Aye, at the slightest murmur of my breath , 
I bid wild passions rise and rule the breast; 
r speak, I nod — again they sink to rest. 

I am a king. My country is the land 
That lies between the bounds of birth and death — 
Myself the lord, to rule >yith iron hand, 
' Myself tfie serf to cringe at each demand. . 



A SONG 



KNOWEST thou but joy. ' 
Laughing lip and brilliant eye ? 
Sing not thou, for joy 

Being joy, rrxust shortly die. 

Knowest thou but pain, : 

Tears so salt they sting like fire ? 

Sing not thou, for pain 

Seals the heart from high desire. 

But if both are thine, / " 
. Joy that shines through sorrow's sadness, 
Sorrow mingling song with gladness. 
Sing thou then, the world thee hears 
And smiles through tears. 
■ / ' -^ ■ ' 
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A FIRESIDE SONG 



HEAR how fast the storm' winds ride ' /, 
Yohol Yoho! . ' ■-''.'/- 
But by the broad-arched QhJmney wide, - ;/ 

Cosily sitting side, by side 
Two jolly bf-oWn jugs like fat monks hide, > ' 

• ; 1 ' Yohp! -Yoho!/ / . 

They winjk and they nod while I. watch and smoke , ^ 

YohoI-'Yohol /. 
Like boon companions cratking a joke, ' / 
- Their fat sides. heave, they gtirgle and choke - 
With the spirits gay which their brown garbs cloak. 

• ^^^ * Yoho'l Yohol ;- ' 

Fvill-bioojied are they with the cider sweet 

_ ^Yoho! Y*ho! - / - 

That saw the summer and Winter meet , 
In lovers' drean>s th^it were faint and fleet, 
.While the apple boughs bent to the apple trees' feet. . 
v; .Yohol Yoho! . . 

Then what care we for the winter's cry , 
: / . .Yohol Yoho! - 
We iatgh^as we hear the winds ride by 
And buijd the frolicking fir6 high, , 
-And sing, these jolly brown jugs and I. 
. Yohol Yoho! ■ ' ' 



A LULLABY 



HUSH-A-BY baby, the wtod of the west 
Hush-a-by baby. 
Shall bring thee but dreams of the things thou love 'best, 

Hush-a-by baby, my darling. 
On the dim borders of lullaby land , \ 

Dream children wait for the chief of their band ; 
They long for the cla^ of thy deep^dfmp^ed hand. 
So hush-a-by baby, my darling. 

Hush-a-by baby, the queen shall step down, 

Hush-a-by baby, 
To crown thee the " Lord of all Nodding-head Town," 

Hush-a-by baby, my darling. 
Then make thee a throne of thy mother's broad breast, 
Rule there by the will of thy slightest behest. 
For mother obeys her small tyrant the best. 

So hush-a-by baby, my darH^ig. 



A LULLABY 



HEAVENS high and earth so "low, 
Hush-a-by, my darling; 
Sing the songs of long ago. 
,Iri the winds that breejze and blow 

In the suri*s fierce glory, 
Tsdes are woven fair for thee 
Woven spells of dreams for thee, 
>iush-a-by my darling. 

Sluggish sea.and sleeping tide, 
Hu§h-a-by, rny darling, 
Creep to^ream here at thy side > 
'■ Whei^ the eager star-fish hide , 
. Hidd to hear that story ; 
Woven spells full-fair for thee / 

By 'the :earth, the sky, the sea, - 
Hush-a-by my darling. 



N 
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LONGING' 



MY heart lay sleeping like some lonely pool, 
Sunk in deep day-dreanjs, when there came a sigh, 
A shivering ripple from some strange win<^ool, 

Which whispered son>ething and went fleeting by. 

And now the branches, life-long friends that were> 

Weave but weird shadows, while the chill mist creeps 

Up to the dark foot of one lonely fir 

With whispered secrets which the strange wind keeps. 



.J 

A SONNET 



'T^yiCE have! looked on death, that specter pale, 
1 Bearing the keys of life. Once where a crowd 
Of eager face? huddled ; while aloud 
Their heavy breathipgs spake, where by the rail 
^ay something niangled;, a dark piool and stale 
■ - Was fed by one red line of Wood that crept - 
From matted hair and opened lips that kept 
idiot laughter at a self-willeid fate. 



r. 



The other lay as in accustomed rest 

WiUiin her calm, cool room. Her silvered hair 
Arranged as when awaiting some loved guest. . 
' A smile of greeting on her features fair. 

Whereon no taint remained of earthly care, 
On^ white camella, soul-like, at her breast. 



# 



A PASSING STORM CLOUD 



CLOUD upon the heavens' brow, 
Haste thee ! 
Vain is all thy threat'ning now, , 
Vain thy voice that lately broke 
Haste thee I Haste thee I 
All the valley with its stroke. 

Men and wonnen, children too, . 

Haste thee ! 
Heedless take their course anew, 
Laughing at the fears they had, 
Haste thee ! Haste theel 
Aye, they call them mean and mad. 

Could they see the blackened oak, 
Haste thee ! ; ' ' 

V/here thy forked lightning broke 
They might dread thy drear rtefrain, 
f?»-^ Haste thee! ]" Haste thee 1 . 
All thy thunder-threats are vain. 
Even as my fear-taught strain, 
Dying in the world's disdain. 



^ 
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THE EAGLE 



HE Whirls on high 
In the cloudless sky 
Where the air is s^rp and cold, 
And his wings of light 
: As they poise in flight 
Seem woven of threads df gold, 



SWEET mother, center of my whole love's earth, 
My type and standard of true womanhood, - 
The spring from which my higher hopes haye l;>irth 
And nobler passions that must stir my blood 
If life shall yield me ought of salient good, 
Or sorrow steal Itself to lasting mirth. 
Ah. noble soul, thy life can ne'er engirth 

Those lasting aims that give my powers food. 

For if I fall in some lone hour's might, 

If I am tempted more than truth can bear, 

If love's bright star declines to lust's dim light — 
The sport of fancy or the. thrall of care ; , 

Thy tender form sets manhood pulsing right,' 

All thoughts grow purer for thy presence fair. 



/• 



SEE, the rose is at its height, 
Every petal round and red ; 
Came a wind from but the night, 
Ti:embled all the rose with fright . 
As. it strewed the garden bed. 

Still its perfume lingered long 

; In sequestered garden ways, ! 
Like the sweetness of some song 
Learned when life was full and strong 
' ,: Heard again in twilight days. 

Soman's life, full-blown, must spHl 

AH its blossoms at a breath, 
"Still each conquest by his will, 
. Tho* long passed shall ceaseless thrill 
Multitudes with scorn of death. 






\ 
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FAME 



A GE dame with ripened glories in her train 
-fV And sfiiW. * Behold, I bear a long^d-lor gu 
J leaped to meet her. ^ leaves the rain, 

Death dapped me on Uie shoulder and sa«d, 
thou with me! '* 
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THE DAWN 



THB Dawn came in full tremblingly 
Althoi^h the birds were breathing her, 
AtA the soft mist was wreathing her 
Along the valley way. 

She cr^t with footsteps ling'ringly 

Froni lands, where songs are sung to her 
% And tiny bells are rung to her 
In painted kiosks gay. ■ . . • > : 

But soon the robin's morning glee 

A tender longing brought to he^ ; - 
U seemed a message fraught for her 
With nriight she miist obey. 

So on she stepped in majesty, ; 

A second all was hushed for her ; 
Then every mountain blushed for her, 
^ ' And all things cried '* The Day ! ". ^> 



FOR A "SMOKER" 



WHEN loud the flame- tongues call 
To the wild winds outside. 
When cracks In glee 
The nickory, 
When snow-flakes wreath and fall. 
Then, pipe in hand, ' 
Come, join that band 
Who drift to the marges of nd-man*s land. 

No carking care is 3een 
Where Fancy holds her sway, 

No sudden blight . .' ■ ' 
Obscures the might 
Of smoke- wrapped Peace serene, 

When pipe in hand 
^ That blissful band . 
Drift to the marges of no-man's land. 

No shabby coat debars ; 
Here prince and pauper meet! 

- The only test / / 

Is who loves best 
The glow of mild cigars, ' 

And pipe in hand . j. 

Can join that band ' 

Who drift to the marges of no-man's landi 



TRANSLATIONS 



.;.| 
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TQLESBIA 



LET us love, my Lesbia, let us love and live ; 
A farthlng'S price 
For all advice ' 
Which senseless graybeards gi ve ! ; 

Suns may rjse or set i;i glory, 

E?ut whep our brief span is past. 
We inust end life's happy. story 
. In oblivi6n dark and vast. • ^ 

Give me then a thousand kisses, 1^ 
. . Add to these a hundred more. ' 
Then the thousand further blisses . / 
Which thy bo^om holds in store. . 

That when lips with love are burning, . 
AH confused their sums may be,, . 
So that Enyy, vainly tuming 

All her mind tp enmity, ' 

• May fail to count the kisses you gave me. 



'fVI 



HORACE UT, OD 



O FOUNTAIN of Bandu^a. 
More clear than crystal gUs^, 
Let ruddy wiiie ^"id farfands fine 

Now deck Uiy wavir\g grass. 
For when tomorrow's light sh&. 

Across Ihy sparkling spt u i^ , 
With footsteps reverend and sbw, ^ 

, A kid 10 thee I II brir^ 
Who|c budding horns his might sh^I show 
For love or war. caress or blow, 

Q foomt^o of Bamhssia, 

In vain His playful mood. 
Thy siiv nook 

£.._. ^..,.., „:./. lis Wood. 
The dog star's baneful time shall wane 

AiKi leave thee purling still : 
Ard r.xm tired with tlie strain 

Df ploughing vale and bill. 
Shail seek thy sliaded stream - 

Willie wandering sheep i,.„.. . - --. -. 
Lulied by thy low tefrauu 



I 



^ 



fountain of Bandusia, Homes /If. 

Thou too shalt famous be, Ode XII L 

For 1 shall sing of thy clear spring, 
And of the holm-oak trae 
/ , Which spreads its gnarled branches wide 
And sweeps the hollow wall, 
i Where welling out in laughing rout g _ * *♦ 

Thy limpid waters fall. i^ / . 
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HORACE I. ODE XXXII. 



HARK ! We are called, O Lyre mine I 
If ever in an idle mood 
We toyed together in the wood 
Or sang a song divine. 
A song that year to year shall tell, 
That still may live ; then come and swell 
A Latin ode. 

He loved it well, 
That Lesbian hero who of all 
Was first to tune thy magic strings ^ 
And armed but in war's interval, 
Or when his ships with folded wings 
Slept by the reedy water's line, 
Sang Bacchus and the Muses nine, 
And Love with Ciq)id ever by, ' 
And Lycus, dark of hair and eye — 
O thou, Apollo's ornament I 
Thou joy of Jove's great banquet hour! 
Come soothe men's toils by thy descent 
When rightly I invoke thy power, ; ' 



PART OF IV. ECLOGUE 



MEANWHILE the earth, dear youth, shall tribute pour. 
And without culture on th^ fallow land > 
V ;> Shall dewy ivy and the fox-glove stand, 
Wreathed with acanthus climbing o'er and o'er. • . 
\ The ©)ats themsebes at dusky eve shall bring 
Their, foaniy store, ^ch to it^ milking shed ; 
And flocks shrill ne'er the tawny lion dread, , 

And thy sniall cradle shall be wreathed with spring. 
Thfe serpent tbo shall die, and there shall grow 

In place of poison herbs, the spikenard.' Then, 
; As soon as thou canst rea^ the praise of men. 
And the gr^at deeds .of greater sires know, ' ' ' j 

\ An4 Shalt perceive what Virtue's precepfe are; 
'The fields shall golden grow with ears of coriT|, 
And bliishing grapes the brambles shall adorn, 
\ , While the rough oak at every hurt; and scar ! 
Shall honey give. Yet marks of guilt shall sUy ; 

.: , To pronipt great chiefs their cities tp engirth ; 
' To cleave straight fuirows in the yielding earth, , 

And still tempt men to dare the watery way; 
_^otherpiloti Typhis, there shall be, 
Another Argo-— for another fleece, ' 

Another war .and heroes brave from Greece, 

; ^Another Troy with equal destiny. 
And after this,. when time thy youth shall try 



Part of The sailor of himself shall l^ave the seas; 

IV, Eclogue No naval pine shall bring commodities, 

For every land shall its own wants supply. . 

The ground shall not endure the harrow's stroke, 
Nor fruitful vineyards need the pruner's hand ; ' . 
The sturdy ploughman, striding o'er his land. 

Shall now unloose his oxen from their yoke. 
False colors shall not dye thai flocks' white coats. 

But feeding on the purple-tinted flowers . 

In shady nooks through summer*s sunny hours, 
Bright colors of themselves shall clpthe the goafs: 

The Sisters Fate, mindful of this decree,^ 
Sang as they held their spindles in their hands, 
And spun the destinjes with dread command^, . 

- •* Ye Ages, run on thus eternally ! " 
Dear offspring of the Gods, Jove's mighty son, 

Set forward on thy path to honors great ! 

See ! This round world with all its convex weight , 
Nods unto thee, to thee the promised tine J - ^ 

See 1 This great earth, this heaven all sublime! 
This rolling, thundering, awe-inspiring sea, 
Await thy coming, long for none but thee I 

All things rejoice at thine approaching timet r 



; 
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' * Frvm CciUtllus ■■ 

SA^flFT wsts the bark that bore him o'er the^ea,. 
* And swift thfe hurried foot that leaped to land , . 
Where Phrygiaift forests cover all the lea; ^ y 
There Atys, longing for the deity, ';/ . 

Took a sharp flint-stone in his frenzied hand 
And with'one stroke marred manhood's destiny. '; 
So ^en the; earth was spotted by his blood 

thehlie perceived Wltabs were pow 
Then catching up the timbref where she stood ^ y 

She ^aise4 the i^iystic Mother pybele,' 
And quivering with p^inb^gan to c^ll 
Her frenzied followers from the forest's'waU: 

** Come, speed ye togetherKye bond-maids, where deep , 
In the dark; dusky forest the goddess does sleep !' 
/dome, speed ye together, ye bondrmaiids that are 
V Lost cattle of Dindymus wandering afar, ; , 

'who seek foreign lands and as exiles now roam 
■ ,Uke me all the forests, or sail the salt foam, 

Who, for hatred of Venus, have gladly forgone 
:; The pleasures of manhood to which ye were bom ! 
.ComeVgladden your souls, and in wild pleasures find ; 
pistraction-of heart and renewal of mind 1 

Speed, speed ye together 1, Come, speed one and all 
' To the goddess's home where the deep shadows fall, 



Atys Where the Phrygian forest covers the lea, 

To the Phrygian home of dNIne Cybele ; 

Where the cymbals resound, where the timbrels roar loud. 

Where the ivy-crowned Maenades dance in a crowd 
And plying their mysteries toss each wild head 
With heart-piercing cries as one mourns for the dead. . 

There where the wild goddesses run to and fro 

In quick dancing measures. Now hasten, now go ! 

When frenzied Atys sang thus to her mates, . . 

With quivering tongues all raised their mighty shout ; 
The timbrels boom, each cymbal agitates 

And up Mount Ida runs the impetuous rout. 
With hurried footsteps Atys leads the van. 

Panting and leaping Mice one out ofmlnd; 
So through the dusky forest isles she ran. 

Like some unbroken heifer who leaves the yoke -behind. . 
Then when they reached the home of Cybele, 

Weary with uneased toil, they fall asleep 
And languor steals across each tired eye 

And raging frenzies change to slumbers deep. 

But when the sun surveyed with radiant face 
The aether the firm land, the tossing sea. 

And chased the shades with steeds that fly apace. 

Sweet sleep left Atys. and the deity . / - 

Received the nodding god into her warm embrace. 
So with her madness staid by soothing rest. 

When Atys thought on manhood, her's no more; ^ ' 



. What she had lost, the gift of gods most blest, / Aiys 

With raging soul she strayed the desert shore 
And gazing o*er the sea with streaming eyes 
Called on her native land with piteous, tearful cries :- 

'* My countfyl ; O, my country! and thou my native shore 
Which 1 have fled as some dark slave now flees his master's 
door, 
For Ida's lofty, wooded peaks thy sunny plain I've left, 
And have, when snow and wild winds blow, for; shelter but 

the cleft 
Where oft l^hare the wild boar's lair of fear and sense 
bereft. . 

My country I 0, my country I - Where shall I find thee now ? 

My burning eye-balls strain arid weep, and throbs my aching 
brow. ■ -' 

While for i, time my tired brain is from all madness free, 
I will lament my native land, my far-off home for thee ! 

My country ! O my country ! ; Must I these forests roam, ' 
These desert shores, these lofty cliffs, white spotted with the 
foam, 
And leave my friends, my parents dear, and all my wealth 

_ behind , 
And no more see the sights that be most welcome to my 
mind? . ' 

.0 wretched soul ! broken heart ! Soon may remembrance 
fail! ' 
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So spake the goddess, and. with eager hand ' , Afys 

Shook out the rein o'er one fierce lion's ^eck.: 
He rushes forth to do her dread command / ^ 

And trees hf§ passions from restraining check. j ,' f '^ 
He runs, he roars, li^breaks the bushes down;, j 

\ And saw 'soft Atys by the seaweed brown, '. 

Wading the breakers surging from her home. ^ ' / 
He .made a ruisb. his fierce jaws open wide ; ' 

The trembling wretch, al^s no longer brave^ , » 

With flying footsteps left the kindlier tide / : 

.'And sought what home the gloomy forest gave, - 

'And there remained a bond-maid and a slave. . 

\\ r^ ^.,,:;';:' ■'. --v/ .•■. ■■ ;' "'" )-: -\ '^ ' '. / ■ "\'\y- 

O G(Mess ! Mighty Goddess ! Dmdymedn Dame I V 
To thee I pray, now turn away from me thy wrathful flame t . 
Goad others, with thy mad'ning rage, and bolder hearts 
^' ^ '' inspire—^ /' ,- ■-. " .. ' ' 

- But as for me, may I be free from thy Consuming fire ! 
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